FALL AND DEATH OF ROBESPIERRE
of this reached the Commune, although a good walker
can easily cover the distance in fifteen minutes, and a
runner in half that time. An aide-de-camp of Hanriot—
a certain Ulrick—had betrayed the password of the
Robespierrists to the enemy. Bourdon gave Merda the
password, and two pistols, which the young man hid
in his clothing. He was to go a little distance ahead of
the column, gain admission to the building, get into
the vicinity of Robespierre and wait. When he heard
Bourdon's men rushing in and all was confusion, he
was to draw a pistol and kill Robespierre. This would
involve comparatively little risk to him.
Merda followed instructions. He had no difficulty
getting into the building, and the sentry at the door of
the Hall of Equality let him pass. He entered the hall.
Some fifty men were standing about, talking. At a table
lighted by candelabra, on which writing material lay
scattered, Robespierre and several others were seated.
Maximilien sat in an armchair, pushed a little away from
the table. His legs were crossed, his elbow was on his
knee, and he supported his chin with his hand. It was
an attitude he often took. Perhaps Barere and Collot
d'Herbois remembered him thus when they, the victors
so little happy with their victory, told Merda, when he
came for his reward: "We owe nothing to an assassin!"
Merda stood about nervously, watching the face of
the man he meant to assassinate, and at the same time
listening for the noises that would tell him that
Bourdon's men had invaded the building. It was not
long before he heard cries and the sound of scuffling.
* The door flew open. . . . Merda quickly pulled a
pistol, took a hasty aim at Robespierre's breast and
fired. . . .
Robespierre, his lower jaw shattered by the bullet,
fell forward upon the floor. All was confusion. Lebas,
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